TO MISS ARNOLD.                          45
Flu and the little girls will have told you of our
expedition to Walton. We are now settled down
here till the holidays, though few weeks will, pass
without my having to sleep at least one night away
from home. As one's years increase, and the desire
to fulfil certain projects while one has yet time be-
comes keener and more pressing, the interruption
caused by the continual travelling-about which in-
spection requires becomes trying. Only by much
more rigorously laying out what I mean to do than
formerly, and sticking much more rigorously than
formerly to what is thus laid out, instead of going
off on any new fancy or scheme that may turn up,
can I hope to get along without self-dissatisfaction
and constant impatience. The times are wonder-
ful, and will be still more so; and one would not
willingly lose by negligence, self-mismanagement,
and want of patience what power one has of work-
ing in them and having influence on them. But
the power of self-management and turning one's
circumstances to the best account is the hardest
power in the world to acquire; lialf the wasted
lives one sees are due to the want of it. I have
been feeling this very much lately, and the great
thing is not to stop at feeling it, but to act as is
requisite for one who strongly feels it.
I am interested in the Marquis Boyl, who is over
here to attend to the Prince. He has served much
in the army, and been both with the Prince's father
and the King. The King's good points he seems
to feel strongly, and says, what I believe is quite
true, that the swaggering look his common portraits